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the trip. They were coming down from the lakes, driv-
ing yak, loaded with meat and skins they had got on
a ten days' hunt. As soon as they saw us, they drove
their cattle up a little ravine, and, lighting the matches
of their guns, prepared to give us a warm reception,
taking us, from our dress, for Tibetans. One of my
men ran forward, shouting to them in Mongo that we
were from Shang; and soon we were, if not in each
other's arms, at least smoking each other's pipes, which
ought to signify our being on quite as friendly terms.
These men said that when two parties meet in this wild
country they always get their guns ready, as it was
highly improbable that the sti-onger party would pass the
other without trying to rob it. This proved to be really
the custom, as I had afterwards frequent proof; several
times I had considerable difficulty in preventing my men
taking pot-shots at small parties we saw approaching, for
no better reason than that they were possible enemies;
Following up the. river southward until about half-way
through the range, the guide insisted on turning up a
side ravine, and after a few miles we commenced climb-
ing the flank of a steep mountain whose peak was covered
with deep snow. Here, for the first time, we saw yak;
they were pasturing on a declivity at the farther side
of the valley, and the place higher up was so thickly
covered with their droppings that it looked like an old
barn-yard. The ground, as we advanced, was covered
with broken rocks, shale, and slate. Innumerable streams
flowing from the melting snow converted the soil into
soft mud through which we had to wade, holding to our
horses' tails, for they were soon too blown to carry us.
Then we got in the snow, and towards nightfall we readied
the top of the pass, only'to hear from the guide the dole-